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ized this she became vividly alert to every word he was utter-
ing, and not only so but she gave him one of those inspired
smiles that women have the power of conjuring up, a smile
whose falsity no man can fathom, for it has behind it the treach-
ery of Nature herself.
But it must not be supposed that Wizzie for one second felt
that there was anything extraordinary in all these criss-cross
love-makings. Like most women, moving, as we all have to do,
in the midst of a flickering cat's cradle of erotic currents, she
took the most fantastic complications, that life so delights to
improvise, in a spirit of practical and literal simplicity.
Left to herself, a natural daughter, as Uryen might have
put it, of the earth-goddess Caridwen, it would never have
occurred to her that any emotion, as long as it could somehow
be squeezed into the category of love, could be regarded as
"piquant" or "ironic" or "grotesque."
It was as much a part of life, this gipsy emotion, as a stickle-
back among minnows, or a puff-ball among cowslips, and to
regard it as a mixture of the monstrous and the humorous
instead of taking it simply and sadly as the way life was, struck
her as childish.
She could tell from D.'s tone at this moment that he was
in some deep internal excitement, though he was talking in
his habitual vein. But there was a hollow space, full of an
undercurrent of feeling that had nothing to do with his words,
between his words and what they served to screen.
"What I can't get you people to see," D. was saying, "is
that when, in that bit of road, for instance, between the bar-
racks and Poundbury, which is now one of my favourite walks,
I come on a patch of green moss on a grey wall, or catch the
peculiar scent of trodden grass, I get a sensation that's more
important than what you call 'love,' or anything else, nearer
the secret of things too! It is 'love' in a certain sense; but it's
love of life itself and of something that comes to us through
life! I don't know about Nancy or Jenny, but I've an idea that
neither of you get these feelings, or you wouldn't look like
you do when I talk about them. But, of course, you're an artist,
'Thel,' and Wizz is too, in her way, I suppose; but I'm not
talking about that. I'm talking—hullo! There you are! Well?
What news ? Have you seen, the grand discovery ?"
As he spoke he scrambled to his feet, and the young women

